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Now the officers said their pay would be the loot
in the South. Kien Heng thought it was better to
desert, taking his rifle with him, and loot on his own
account. The unarmed peasants couldn't shoot him
and they too had wives. Kien Heng wasn't so keen
on a beauty. He just wanted a woman again, if she
was only broadhipped and wriggled a bit Why
should he march on, footsore, and perhaps be killed
for some imagined beauty in the South. Most
probably the officers would take all real beauties for
themselves, just as they were taking the best food.

Kien Heng didn't say anything. Two others of
his section had tried to desert, had been captured and
shot. He had to be careful.

One night he was on sentry duty. There was
heavy rain and poor visibility. He waited till the
orderly officer had come round for inspection, then he
crept away. With wide, measured coolie paces he
trotted the whole night North, in great agitation. At
dawn he hid in a ditch, and fell asleep. When night
came and he found to his joy that he was still at large,
he broke into a farmer's hut and stole a chicken. He
soon became accustomed to this kind of life. He soon
learnt to avoid the marching files of Northern soldiers,
to threaten the peasants and take their food and
women for a night. He was careful to remain alone,
trusting his rifle only, although this meant that he
could only break into lonely and isolated huts. But
gangs of his kind were traced and hunted; alone, he
was always able to hide. So he avoided not only
soldiers but also other marauding deserters.

Sometimes a frightened peasant, to put him in
gracious mood, told him of news and rumours which